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In the dreadful forest

of the civilized world,

in the silent wilderness

of the dense influx of crowds,

at this moment

when the human soul weeps

like a motherless child,

waking up

at the quiet midnight,

there are extinguished lamps,

vomiting pens,

uncultivated lands

and broken ploughs.

In the sweat, pointing

towards the future dangers,

in the sorrow, proving

the past compulsions,

every eye,

empty and helpless,

gazes at the sky

desperately,

with Doomsday's desperation

for the rain,

for the rain of bombs.

In the steady silence,
standing before the sharp darts
of hundred thousand sounds,
under the speed of the steeds
of different sound waves,
in the real silence of still waters,
beneath the working hands
and the talking tongues
in the tired heart.